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‘Please stop that,’ she pleaded, and not 
for the first time. ‘I just can’t concentrate 
with your hand there. ' 

Naturally I made no attempt to comply 
with this request. I have long ago learnt to 
ignore the pleadings of adolescent girls. No, 
1 kept my hand exactly where it was. 

‘The point is you have to learn to 
concentrate, Miranda. Can you imagine 
yourself standing up in front of a concert hall 
full of people? That takes real self-control 
and discipline and that is precisely why I 
have my hand where it is: so that you can 
learn to play in the face of distraction. I 
should be very surprised if your tutor at 
home didn't do something very similar.” 


y hand of course was 
egs. Between her upper 
and gripping the silky 
delicious right limb just 
_ Miranda was standing 
as I sat in an upright 
, or attempting to play, 
st 16, a lovely age for a 

nd was a particularly 
of English girlhood, a 


blonde English rose smartly attired in the 


required white blouse with a black ribbon at 
her throat and a full black silk skirt. 

fibe this outfit for my pupils 

ort\of orm.does-instil a 

| calf- feneth skirt 

of course is also ideal for getting access to a 

girl’s person when this is necessary for 

disciplinary reasons — such as for instance 

my present gripping of Miranda’s inner 

thigh. 


white ankle socks and black strap-over shoes 
at the ends of cm bare legs, a white- 
strapped wristwatch and a plain white bangle 
on her two slim wrists, a black silk ribbon 
tying her blonde tresses in a pony-tail. Under 
the skirt I don't know yet. Yesterday it was 
rather marvellous semi-transparent pink 
nylon ones. Today as I say one doesn't yet 
know but undoubtedly one will soon find out. 
Yesterday was Mir, : 

of tutoring. She and h 
here at the weekend. 
| away been put in tou 

E nents and I will tutor 


In addition my young pupil is wearing 


Ea, 


- 
VA 


want the et left to her own devices — to 
quite possibly be fucked by those same 
bronzed young men who are energetically 
taking care of mother’s needs. So a tutor of 
‘some sort is an absolute Godsend. And if he 
-is a nice reliable Englishman of mature years 
— myself happen to be 35 — and a gentle- 
man to boot, well, things could scarcely be 
more perfect. 
*Stand with your legs a litt 
5 prett rosebud-lipped Miranda. The 
uce a despairing wailing sound from 


6 standing up as a soloist before a 
all of ne. But she does have the 


ib. her first morning br tutoring, I 
ke a Her bottom. Told her sh 


up with his I took her over my 
she was too shocked to really p 
from a sort of squawk. Up came the slinky 
skirt and there, as I have already said, were 


Hehehe te Pink nylon 
ce at the edges and stretched 
«bottom cheeks. 
‘some considerable pleasure I 
to smack this’ delicious 
nylon-clad rear. Quite sharp smacks causing 
my Miranda to utter more squawks of 
shocked protest and also to kick tho & 
delightful long legs. I did not. ta 


knickers down for this fir 
e one has lea 


little later. ater she had reco 


quickie - under the front of her” 


black skirt. All the way up, to grasp; 
crotch of the pink nylon knicke 
process, naturally, also graspin 
brief crotch contained. 
“You know,’ I repeated, helpi 
a quick but at the sam e time 
grope of Miranda's very private 
Perhaps not surprisingly th 


girl gave another strangled yeli 


bending abruptly forwards as he 
ed ae eM at where 


Kered 
ult on 


\ 
\ 


time naturally. An 

1 does not want too many 
first day. Proceed with 
And I assumed that 
nexperienced. I turned to the 
luting. It was not at all good I 
ould nonetheless inform her 
as promising and that she 

. "That's what she wants to 


and I also knew that 16 
keep on the right side of 
rhaps especially on holiday. 
t means she is much more 
tender child free to do 
ther times. I could see 1 


l of the pair of not large 
pert bulges in the front of her 
hen I lifted her off and set her 
on her feet, unable to resist, I must admit, 


año smack at her bottom. 


=to "my word I rang Mrs Fawcett 
evening with my cheering 


Message. She was much gratified. I then 


- 


asked if I could have a word with the budding 
flautist, and informed her of what 1 had just 
said. So everyone was happy. 

And so here was Miranda delivered to my 


is an attractive wom in 
figure but not, for me, to compare with 
more budding charms of her daughter. 


My hand slides a further few millimeters r 
up in its warm, snug nook. Another 


despairing wail from Miranda's flute for I am 
now on decidedly intimate territory. I have 
the sensation that my first finger is only a 
hair's breadth from the crotch of her 
knickers, the site of my fleeting foray of 


- yesterday. Today things have been quite 


different; there has been a slow and 
deliberate build-up. Miranda has had plenty 


* oftime to think about it. I wonder if perhaps 


the, doubtless thin, material above my hand 
is also a trifle damp. 

It is of course Miranda's second day, the 
day when one builds on the first day's 
bridge-heads. Proceed with deliberate 
speed. ‘If you’re a good girl, Miranda. I 
might be able to make another favourable 
report to your mother. In spite of the very 
inadequate sounds you produce. Yes?’ 

She takes the flute from her mouth and 
gives me that wide-eyed look. They really are 
very pretty eyes, violet-blue and large, set 
off by long fair lashes. 

‘I expect if I say you're doing well she'll 
let you do all sorts of things for the rest of th 
day. Go on the beach, for insta e. 


Today things have 
been quite different; 


hesitated, no doubt seeing certain 
implications in my offer. Then she nodded. 

I rather think it likely that we now under- 
stand one another. Proceed with deliberate 
speed. I slide my hand up that little distance. 
She gives a squawky gurgle. It is true, I was 
only a hair’s breadth away. And she is damp. 
Considerably damp; in fact, more accurately, 
sticky wet. She is also very hot right there. 
Clearly my hand has been doing things to 


her. Arousing her hormones. Hormones are 
a marvellous thing I always think and some 
- girls, naturally, have more than others. 

Miranda is now making gasping sounds 
and quivering, like a young forest creature 
which finds itself. suddenly c tured. Wher? 
my hand made its final telling le advance 
she automatically closed her legs, but this 
only served to hold my hand firmly in place. 
Realising this she opens them again. I allow 
my fingers to slide backwards and forwards 
along that line of wetness. Miranda is 
breathing noisily through her nose and her 
hand has now shot over to grasp, mine 
through her skirt, but she is not really trying 
to push the hand away. She knows that being 
‘good’, which will get her that favourable 
report, means essentially being co-operative. 

And also undoubtedly she is beset by 
mixed emotions. What is happening, we may 
be sure, is something her mother has - 
instilled in her she must not ever let happi ` 
but on the other hand there are those 
hormones. They are telling Miranda in no 
uncertain terms that it is really quite 
exquisite and don't stop,» Cy.M 

oor Miranda. She is frembling li 
d moaning. I suggest, while contin 

ministrations, that she.migh : 
on the sofa, "Big ey : 
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Oh no, pretty blue 
eyes, have no fear. I 
tell her to lift her 
skirt. 


imagination; many young girls do. 

But I do think it is time for the sofa what 
with all that trembling etc. She needs a rest, 
I tell her, it could be that the heat is affecting 
her. Girls just out from England's chilly 
clime can indeed find our sun overpowering. 
Not that I actually think the sun is Miranda’s 
problem at the moment, but it is plausible 
enough. My hand removes itself from its 
snug nest. I sit her on the sofa and then as 
she may have suspected gently push her 
down and lift her legs up on the seat. A nice 
restful position. Then quietly I tell her that 
her knickers have to come off. 

Now we do get alarmed-eyed looks. Is 
this what being ‘good’ means? I soothingly 
reassure her, my hand soothing by stroking 
various parts. Her knickers are coming off for 
a spanking, I tell her, nothing more alarming 
than that. She must have a spanking instead 
of me giving her mother an accurate report of 
her fluting accomplishments — or more 
strictly speaking, lack of the same. ‘That is 
only fair, isn’t it, Miranda?’ I ask. I am 
stroking her inner thighs again; my hand 
does seem to delight in their marvellously 
silky texture. Miranda’s big blue eyes, from 
her recumbent position, are saying all sorts 
of things. 

One thing the eyes are saying is if I am 
going to smack her bottom why have I got her 
lying on the sofa on her back? The answer to 
this is simply that it is convenient to get them 
off while she is lying there having her rest. It 
saves valuable time. The big blue eyes may 
say that she doesn't believe this and that I 
am going to do something else, or attempt it, 
when her knickers are off, but the eyes are 
wrong. That would not be proceeding with 
deliberate speed, that would be going at a 
headlong gallop for it is only Miranda's 
second day. Oh no, pretty blue eyes, have no 
fear. I tell her to lift her skirt. 

The eyes gazing up at me now give me a 
different look, a different message as with 
her face flushed quite pink she obediently 
reaches down. She pulls the full black silk 
skirt right up about her waist, exposing what 
I have not yet seen but have had my hand on 
— brief pants which are pale blue and 
gossamer thin. Miranda's eyes as she 
displays them are conveying, I should say, 
mostly excitement. It could be-that Miranda 
does not believe me about only spanking. It 
could be that Miranda is not as 
inexperienced as I had earlier thought. 

The big eyes watch, and Miranda’s 
breath hisses out between clenched teeth, 
and she also obligingly lifts her hips, as I 
draw the skimpy briefs down. Down the long 
slim legs and off over the ankle socks and 
shoes. The eyes do express clear surprise 
when then, having inquired if she is now 
rested, I take Miranda’s hand and pull her 
up. Sol am just going to be spanked after all, 
the eyes say. 

Well, that is not quite all. I sit down and 
take Miranda over my lap and give her a 
good hard bare bottom spanking, one that 
brings forth gasps and squeals and 
energetically kicking legs from the recipient 
and at the same time results in considerable 
hormonal activity on my own part. With very 


great pleasure I spank for some time: to the 
tautly-fleshed curves of her buttocks, the 
backs of slim thighs, even, yes, those 
exquisitely silky inner thigh surfaces. It is a 
very thorough spanking, one to get any girl 
going, especially this Miranda who as I know 
I have managed to get considerably aroused 
before I even started. 

And so I decide that I will not be trans- 
gressing the Proceed with deliberate speed 
code to any great extent if I now do 
something else. Something that anyway I 
would expect to do by, say, her third visit. 
Holding her still firmly round her slim waist 
with the upturned black skirt down around 
her ears and everything exposed now well 
reddened, holding her thus firmly I let my 
previously spanking hand slide in where it 
did a little reconnoitring earlier. Except that 
then there were knickers and now there are 
none. Miranda more or less explodes, and 
virtually immediately achieves a quite 
spectacular and noisy climax. 

Such is her reaction that I again wonder 
just how inexperienced young Miranda is — 
although it may simply result from frequent 
practice of those solitary pleasures which 
English middle-class girls of her age are 
wont to indulge in whenever they can find a 
quiet and undisturbed little corner. 

I help her off my lap. Her skirt falls back 
into place, hiding all those delights. She is 
still breathing hard and stands with a 
somewhat embarrassed expression. I 
helpfully assist with the replacement of her 
skimpy knickers and indeed it would seem 
she can do with some help for her legs 
appear to have difficulty supporting her. I sit 
her on the sofa again and ask if she will have 
a jus d'orange — or perhaps something 
stronger? She accepts the former. The 
rosebud mouth drains the glass thirstily. Her 
bangled arm reaches up to push back a 
strand of blonde hair which is sticking to her 
forehead. Miranda is perceptibly perspiring. 

I observe that it is just about time for her 
to go. What will she do this afternoon? Go to 
the beach? Meet some of those boys? 

Flushing, Miranda says she doesn’t 
know. She can’t go on the beach for long 
anyway or she'll burn. It is true her skin is a 
lovely pale colour at present (I myself do not 
go for all this sun tan). A pause, and then she 
says she doesn't want to meet boys anyway. 
Another pause; a further flush; and I am told 
that Miranda thinks she prefers men to boys. 
The big violet-blue eyes meet mine and then 
look away. Smiling, I ask how many men 
Miranda knows — and how well. She shakes 
her head, perhaps regretting her boldness. 

I drive her back into town. En route my 
hand moves onto her near-side thigh, 
pushing back the skirt so that I can once 
more get at the springy smoothness. 
Miranda says, among other things, ‘Am I to 
come again tomorrow?” 

It was of course an ambiguous remark 
and driving back 1 wonder how innocently it 
was made. If I had been able to look into 
those long-lashed eyes I am sure I would 
have known, but I was driving. 

She came at 9 the next morning — by 
which I mean she was delivered to my house 


E. 


by her mother then. Mrs Fawcett, in a 
summery outfit, was looking very attractive 
— if you fancy women in their late thirties; 
also seeming somewhat excited. Could I have 
Miranda all day? She (Mrs Fawcett) had an 
important appointment. 

One of the bronzed young men, I assume, 
but yes I certainly could have Miranda all 
day. Mrs Fawcett, seemingly unaware of the 
possible ambiguity of her query, went briskly 
off. Iturned to Miranda who stands waiting, 
flute case in her hands. She is somewhat pink 
in the face. Also it seems to me there is today 
a little pink lipstick adorning the rosebud 
mouth. 

‘So I’m to have you all day, Miranda 
dear,’ I observe taking hold of an appetizing 
elbow, bare below the short sleeve of her 
blouse. She turns, a little pinker, aware 
perhaps of what her mother had missed. But 
then her mother was not privy, or I assumed 
not, to what had taken place yesterday. 

I walked her in. ‘A whole day of 
practice?’ I say queryingly. Miranda, making 
a face, says she hopes not. ‘What then? 
Should I take you on the beach?’ (At times it 
seems that one cannot speak without 
ambiguities.) 

Miranda says she can’t take the sun. ‘You 
could lie under my nice big beach umbrella,’ 
I tell her. ‘It would have to be in the nude 
though; that would be my condition.” My 
hand is at her bottom through the silk skirt. 
She is trembling. ‘I’d be too shy,’ she says. 
‘Oh no,’ I tell her, ‘it would be only me. I 
know a very private beach.’ 

We are now in the studio. I go to sit on 
the upright chair, the one next to the music 
stand. Miranda is unfastening her case. 
‘What is it today?’ I ask. ‘The pink ones 
or the blue?’ 

She looks up, face pink again. ‘Not either 
of them.’ 

‘Show me.’ 

She straightens up. The big blue eyes are 
saying lots of things again. Her hands go 
simply down and lift her skirt, up to her 
waist. They are lilac and virtually 
transparent, her blonde bush clearly showing 
through. 

‘Very pretty,’ I tell her. “You have some 
very pretty knickers, Miranda. I don’t 
suppose they’ve been given to you by any of 
those men you know? The ones you like 
better than boys.’ 

She shakes her head, still standing with 
her skirt held high. ‘No? Well you’ll have to 
tell me about them, but later. First we must 
do some work. We must work on that self- 
control and concentration. Yes?’ 

She chews her bottom rosebud lip. 

“Yes. So this morning I want you to 
practise with your knickers off. That is 
always a stern test of control for a girl. Come 
here, close, and I’ll slip them off for you.’ 

She comes forward. The eyes do not seem 
to be showing a lot of alarm. Excitement, 
yes. Perhaps 1 was mistaken and it was 
excitement rather than alarm they were 
showing before. 1 slide the brief nylon 
knickers down and she steps out of them. I 
place them on the stand. She is still holding 
her skirt high, boldly showing me what she’s 


got, what yesterday was getting so excited. 


I daresay... 
But we must not be distracted. We must 
have some practice first. Miranda’s 


instrument. Her flute of course. She does 
practise, standing close before me, her skirt 
now down but with my hand up it, testing her 
concentration. Silky buttocks and thighs, 


_ including the inner sides. I have her standing 


with her feet some 10 or 12 inches apart and 
there is always the thought, the possibility, 
that my testing hand is going to go further 
and perform that final ultimate test. But I 
keep it as that: a threat, a possibility. In fact 
her playing is better today, though by no 
means what I would call good. She is perhaps 
getting used to my hand, enjoying it... 
perhaps even wishing for that ultimate test... 

We practise for a while and then my 
housekeeper brings in some coffee and a 
lemonade for Miranda (I have I should say 
thought to remove Miranda’s knickers from 
the stand.) We sit on the sofa to drink. 
Miranda’s eyes are alert, expectant, as she 
no doubt wonders what is next. More 
practise...or something else? I must admit I 
am ready for something else myself and 
especially with those intriguing possibilities I 
think I now observe in my young pupil. I 
could explore them here of course, on the 
sofa. But on the other hand... 

‘Shall we have a little break, Miranda 
dear? You haven’t seen the rest of the house. 
The bedrooms for instance.’ Her eyes seem 
bigger than ever. A pink tongue moistens the 
rosebuds. 

We go upstairs, her slim flanks swaying 
the silk skirt. The motion is quite 
intoxicating. Following, I ask about what she 
said yesterday. ‘Oh that; it wasn’t anything. 
Just something to say.’ 

‘Just something to say?’ I say. We are 
now in my bedroom. So perhaps I am wrong 
and she hasn’t. ‘No one, then?’ 

She says looking at the bed, ‘Well, there 
was Mr Bartingly. He lived next door for a 
while.’ 

‘He took you up to his bedroom, 
perhaps?’ 

The pink tongue moistens the pink lips 
again. I can see they do have a slight sheen 
of lipstick that was absent yesterday. ‘No. It 
was my bedroom. When mummy was out.’ 

Naturally when mummy was out. My 
blood, I must admit, is now coursing round 
my body ata rate of knots. 

'In your bedroom, eh?' We are now 
sitting on the bed. 'On your bed? In 
your bed?' 

She smiles. My innocent young flautist 
says, 'Well both actually.' She is now looking 
up at me because she has chosen to lie down, 
on her back. I am still sitting. Her face, the 
blue eyes, become more serious. 

*Look...please...if you...If you're going to 
do something...you will...use something, 
won't you? I mean...you know...” 

Her wide-eyed gaze, meeting mine, 
really does seem innocent. 

She adds. ‘If you haven’t got any...well, I 
brought some, just in case. They’re in my 
flute case. Under the lining where mummy 
won't find them.” 


*What is it today?” I 
ask. *The pink ones 
or the blue? 
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4 
especially one who 
had just inquired if 

you were a virgin. 


' Milbury. Now then, Sarah, if you'll lead the 


, 


way... 
Upstairs, in Sarah's bedroo 
Repton closed the door firmly behir 
He glanced quickly round, “What a ples 
room,” and then turned his attention to the 
matter in hand: his new pupil. = 

“Take the blazer off, Sarah. And the skirt. 


inquired if you were a virgin.’ Don’t be 
embarrassed, Sarah told herself. The light 
blue Girls’ Grammar School blazer was 
placed on the bed and then she unfastened 


_ the short grey skirt and stepped out of it. Her 
white school shirt didn’t reach much below 
st and below that were brief white 
ers which in fact were partially see- 
| through. Mr Repton was sitting on the bed 
| and looking intently. Sarah told herself she 
| wasn't going to blush. She did have nice 
| legs...she just wished she hadn't worn white 
| see-through knickers... 

Mr Repton told her to stand on her toes... 

and then to turn, slowly... 
‘Very good,’ he said when she had done 
that. ‘Nice athletic legs, and a good bottom I 
should think. But we need a better look. Slip 


your knickers off, 

Sarah hadn't 
all. After worryin knickers were a 
bit see-through now told to take them 
off. She looked at Mr pton, thinking it 
might perhaps be a joke. He smiled 
encouragingly. No, it wasn't a joke. Don’t be 
embarrassed, she told herself again. Mr 
Repton was used to this sort of thing. 

She got them off and stood in front of Mr 
Repton. Shirt and tie and knee-socks and 
shoes. He told her to take her hand away 
from where she had it and stand straight with 
her arms at her sides; she wasn’t shy, was 
she? Sarah gulped, and went redder in the 


face, but did what she was told. H 

to come closer...closer...until Sarah wa 
a few inches from him. Then he put his 
round behind. On her bare bottom. - 

It wes like an electric shock, As Sar 
heart thudded Mr Repton asked if she had 
ever had her bottom smacked. She managed — 
a croaky ‘No’. The hand was still there, softly 
stroking, like a bare electric wire sending 
great shock waves through her. 

Mr Repton, continuing to stroke Sarah's 
bare rear, said discipline was quite essential 
in ballet training, it was really the one key 
thing. As the shock waves continued to pulse 
through her a hot thought shot into Sarah’s 
head and once it was there stayed, racing 


support your hips on 
your hands. Then 
cycle your legs in the 
air. 


round: did discipline mean 
king...on the bottom? 

t last, with a final squeeze, Mr Repton 
yok his hand away from Sarah's bottom. He 
got up off the bed. He would like to see some 
leg action, he said. Would she get on the bed 
and cycle her legs? 

The feeling of relief that Mr Repton was 
no longer playing with her bottom was 
shattered as if by a bucket of cold water. Just 
in case Sarah wasn’t clear what he meant Mr 
Repton was spelling it out. ‘On your back, 
Sarah, and’support your hips on your hands. 
Then cycle your legs in the air. That way I 
can see all the muscles in action.’ 

Yes, that was what she thought he meant. 

Sarah felt herself shivering as she 


pictured, all too vividly, what Mr Repton' 


would be seeing. She stuttered, ‘C...can I 
put my knickers on?’ Mr Repton, smiling as 
ever, shook his head. ‘Oh no, my dear; I need 
to see everything. The musculature, you 
know.’ 

He took hold of Sarah, clearly not wanting 
any more hesitation on her part. One hand on 
her arm, the other back at that evidently 
fascinating bare bottom. ‘Come on, my dear, 
up we Get.’ 

Sarah tried not to think about it, tried to 
make her mind a blank. That was easier said 
than done. That word kept reverbarating 
round in her head as she lay on her back and 
cycled her legs. Her musculature. Mr Repton 
was looking at her musculature. Not at 
anything else even though it might be there 
bare and on full display in front of his keenly 
Gazing eyes. 

‘Very good,’ said Edward Repton some 
20 minutes later as he and Sarah reappeared 
downstairs. ‘Yes I think  she'l do 
very nicely.’ 


Elizabeth Milbury had been waiting on f 


tenterhooks while Mr Repton carried out his Ms 


checks. ‘Oh that’s simply wonderful,’ she 
exclaimed. Her pleasure was redoubled as 


w how to thank you.’ 
He smiled benignly and said he would 
like to start Sarah off right away; perhaps 
tomorrow afterschool? 


* NM 4 * 

Mr Repton had a large private house on 
the outskirts of town and he himself opened 
the door. His séeretary was out for the 
afternoon, he said, @lso there were no other 
pupils in at the moment. “So we've the place 
to cura 

Sarah shivered; seeing Mr Repton again 
brought back hot memories of that awful 
business yesterday. But at least that was 
over, there wouldn’t be any of that...that 
cycling. She had her leotard on under her 
uniform. Mr Repton said he had a couple of 
things to attend to first and then he would be 
with her. Meanwhile she could get ready in 
the changing room at the top of the stairs; 
then wait outside the practice room. 

‘All ready to go, are we?’ he asked with 
one of those smiles. Sarah said a nervous 
‘Yes, Mr Repton.' He delivered a curt slap to 


her bottom, then disappeared along the hall. 
Sarah climbed the stairs, now with 
something else to reflect on besides the 
memory of being made to cycle upside down 
without knickers. For the smack on her 
bottom was a sharp reminder of that subject 
of discipline. Mr Repton had said discipline 
was ‘the key thing’...while he was toying 
with the cheeks of Sarah’s bare bottom. 

The little room he had mentioned had 
lockers along one wall, with a bench 
opposite. The lockers had girls’ names on 
them: Lisa; Samantha; Julie... Near one end 
was a new looking label with ‘Sarah’. She 
opened it and it was empty so it was 
presumably hers. Sarah couldn’t help 
peeking on one or two of the others when she 
found they weren't locked. ‘Julie’ had a pair 
of rather dirty pink ballet shoes and a towel. 
In ‘Lisa’ there was a pair of brief pink 
knickers and one white sock. And then... 

In the one labelled ‘Joanne’ there was a 
cane. A proper big cane with a crook handle, 
like they're supposed to have at boys’ 
schools. That cane and a pair of white 
knickers. Knickers and a cane. Discipline is 
the key thing, Mr Repton had said. Sarah 
shut the locker door and tried to shut it out of 
her mind. But she couldn’t. She could see 
this girl Joanne whoever she was...Being 
told to take her knickers off and then...Mr 
Repton with that cane... 

Sarah wasn’t really sure she wanted to do 
ballet after all. 

Stop being silly, she told herself; it didn’t 
mean he caned girls. Ballet instructors had 
sticks to point and demonstrate with. That 
was what the cane was for. Forcing.herself to 
be sensible Sarah took off her blazer and 
hung it up; and then the rest of her things. 
She looked in the mirror: the black leotard, 
stretched tautly over her firm figure, made a 
nice contrast with her blonde hair. Sexy, you 
could say — and then Sarah blushed, 
thinking about yesterday again. The 
cycling... and Mr Repton playing with her 
bare bottom. She hadn’t told her mother 
about any of that, just said she had to do 
some exercises... 

She went out and sat on a chair outside 
the practice room. She wondered why there 
weren't any other girls; Sarah had rather 
expected a group. But of course if she was 
getting individual instruction that was clearly 
better...She stood up, then sat down again. 

Then Mr Repton was coming up the 
stairs. He had a black gown on, like a 
schoolmaster. His eyes seemed to be 
gleaming behind the glasses and he wasn't 
smiling. Sarah got nervously to her feet. 

“You're not changed, Sarah. You're still 
in your school shoes and socks.' His voice 
was sharp, agaressive. 


|] םד‎ sorry, Mr Sarah's 


Repton.’ 
mother had just bought her a super pair of 


ballet shoes but unfortunately in her 
excitement — and nervousness — Sarah had 
forgotten to bring them. She was just about 
to ask if she could practise barefoot, or in her 
socks. 

‘You forgot, Sarah!’ Mr Repton sat down 
on the chair vacated by his new pupil. ‘You 
forgot to bring them! Oh dear me. Do you 
remember what I said about discipline? That 


certainly included self-discipline, organising 
yourself. Oh dear me, we will have to do 
something about this.’ 

He was clearly very angry — or so it 
seemed to Sarah. But could it in fact be a 
simulated anger — with Edward Repton 
experiencing excitement more than anything 
else? At being given right away the excuse to 
do what he always liked to do with a new 
pupil. 

‘I think we need a sharp lesson for 
forgetfulness, Sarah. Please take your 
leotard off. I think we need a smacked 
bottom.’ 

Standing there, she experienced a 
dreadful hollow feeling somewhere in the 
region of her stomach. 

‘Take it off, Miss. This instant.’ 

He didn’t in fact make her take it right 
off. When she’d got it down to her thighs he 
barked, ‘That will do; now come here.’ 
‘Here’ meant over Mr Repton’s lap; bare 
bottom up and head down near the floor. Mr 
Repton’s hand, though it was capable of the 
delicate fondling he had indulged in 
yesterday, was also large and hard, and his 
arm was strong. It was these qualities which 
now come into play as Edward Repton 
brought his large, hard palm down with all 
the force he could muster. Again and again. 
Each one knocking the breath out of Sarah. 

The spanking went on, the hard hand 
methodically splatting down, juddering the 
tender flesh, for some considerable time. Mr 
Repton varied his pleasure by getting Sarah 


off his lap and making her kneel at his side, | 


then kneel at the chair. Holding her arms 
firmly behind her back he kept on at that 
smarting rear. It was all unbelievable, 
unimaginable; Sarah wondered if she was 
going to die. 

‘Well now, Miss, had that taught you 
something?’ 

Mr Repton sounded breathless, as well 
he might. Sarah could only produce a funny 
sort of garbled grunt, because she was 
weeping and everything was all blocked up. 
The sound was meant to be ‘Yes.’ 

Edward Repton stood up and taking 
Sarah’s arm led her into the practice room. 
He said as she hadn’t bothered to bring her 
ballet shoes she might as well not bother 
with her leotard either; so she could take it 
right off and also her shoes. She could begin 
her preliminary training in her knee 
socks only. 

There was another girl in the changing 
room, sitting on the bench, when Sarah 
eventually got back, her first practice with 
Mr Repton finally over. She had her leotard 
on again, and her shoes, but almost all the 
time in the practice room she had not had 
them on. All that time in there with Mr 
Repton wearing only knee socks. 

‘Hello,’ said the other girl. “You're new. 
I’m Lisa.’ 

Sarah recognised the name from the 
locker. Was it that one with the cane...? she 
couldn’t remember. Lisa, who was a blonde 
like Sarah, made a face. ‘I’ve got a special 
today. I don’t know who he is: 1 think Mr 
Repton said Mr Collingwood or something 
like that...1 haven't had him before, 
have you?’ 


and then Sarah 
blushed, thinking 
about yesterday 
again. 


Bewildered, Sarah shook her head. 
‘Oh, but you're new, aren't you. I don't 
suppose you ve done any specials yet; right?” 

Sarah shook her head. Her mind was still 
half attuned to what she’d just gone through. 
That awful spanking and then Mr Repton 
teaching her the basic positions.. with 
nothing on except knee socks: 

‘Oh I expect he’ll soon have you doing 
specials,’ said Lisa. “You get a pound for it so 
it’s not bad — but what do they pay Mr 
Repton for a special? Ahah, we don’t know 
that, do we?’ 

Sarah certainly didn’t. She had no idea 
what a special was. ‘I haven’t done ballet 
before,’ she said. ‘I don't know anything 
yet.’ 

Lisa produced a snorting laugh. ‘You 
don’t need to know any ballet for a special. 
All you need...’ 

She was interrupted by the sudden 
appearance of Mr Repton’s head round the 
door. ‘Are you ready, Lisa? Mr Collingwood 
is due at any moment. Get along to my office 
right away.’ 


Was Wa eight. Bending her upper body 
down onto the raised leg. While Mr Repton 
ensured that Sarah’s knees were straight, 
that everything else was exactly as it should 
be. The hands, which had so mercilessly 
spanked her, had gone everywhere. It would 
have been bad even if she’d had a 


o Edward Repton 


1er bike from where 
1d the side of the house. That 
ald now be doing, what was it 
This ballet, there was an 
t you wouldn't imagine if 
‘you didn’t know. Things that Sarah was 
| pretty sure her mother didn't know either. 
‘Upstairs in Mr Repton’s house the door of 
ractice room was locked, from the 


We ce holes 
That was what some 
a special. Not all, 


CULPRIT 4 
for the 
Colonel 


the driver 
-polish the wind- 


Rosalyn Minter had been with the army 
now for just under a year and was finding 
the companionship of her unit, and the 
responsibility of her job, more satisfying 
than anything she had tackled previously. 
Not that three years as a waitress on the 
ferries plying between Harwich and the 
Hook of Holland hadn't had their fun 
moments: she'd had some bloody good 
times. But there was a certain pride in 
wearing a uniform of Her Majesty's armed 
forces which was infinitely preferable to 
the long periods of boredom on the ferries. 

The car, as always, was pristine — 
almost, it seemed, straight out of a show- 
room — and Rosalyn always made sure 
that her officers never had cause for 
complaint when they travelled with her. 
Indeed, some officers now asked for her by 
name as she had the ability to hold an 
intelligent conversation when required, 
but could also hold her tongue and not blab 
information to her colleagues. 

Happy with her work, Rosalyn got back 
into the car and swung round the 
quadrangle towards the administration 


block where she was due to pick up Colonel 
Leyton. The colonel was a stickler for rules 
and regulations, and demanded absolute 
accuracy: when he asked for a car to 
collect him at 11am, he expected it to 
arrive at 11am on the dot. Not before, and 
certainly not after. None of the girls liked 
responding to a call from Colonel Leyton. 

She switched the engine off, and rolled 
the window down. The sweltering heat 
made the motionless car like a small oven. 
Rosalyn could feel the little prickles of 
sweat between her shoulder blades and in 
the small of her back. Although she was 
permitted to take off her jacket — it was 
short-sleeve order today — she had gone 
one better and slipped off her stockings as 
well, all the better to keep cool. 

No-one would notice she was sporting 
non-regulation bare legs, she was sure, 
and anyway they could hardly complain in 
this heatwave. She glanced at her watch. 
One minute to eleven. 

Sixty seconds later, she saw the colonel 
striding down the steps of the admin. block 
and over the gravel towards the car. She 


jumped out and walked round to the 
nearside rear door to hold it open as he got 
in with a curt nod. His eyes fell briefly to 
her legs — bare only from her shoes to 
below her knees, where the skirt began — 
but no word was said. He couldn't have 
noticed. 

The adjutant, Lieutenant Forbes, 
saluted crisply, and the colonel nodded. 
Rosalyn started the car, and drove 
smoothly off to the gates, glancing 
nervously in the rear-view mirror as she 
did so; the colonel was studying some 
papers in his brief case. 

If Rosalyn had been able to see that the 
colonel was actually engrossed in the latest 
issue of a well-known CP magazine, which 
had arrived under plain brown cover that 
morning marked ‘Strictly Personal’, she 
might have been a little more worried. As 
it was, she concentrated on the job in 
hand. 

The colonel let out a grunt of delight as 
he turned a page and came to a colour 
spread of a particularly attractive school- 
girl who had erred sufficiently at the riding 
stables to warrant being bent over a pile of 
straw bales with her jodphurs and pants 
round her knees for a sound thrashing. The 
marks of the riding crop on the girl’s bare 
buttocks showed that the implement had 
actually been used. How did they get these 
girls to pose for these photographs, he 
wondered? 

Eventually, Rosalyn pulled up at the 
hotel where Colonel Leyton was due to 
attend a meeting. As he snapped his brief- 
case shut, she opened his door and he 
unwound himself from the seat.. 

"Thank you driver,’ he intoned, ‘One 
hour, please.’ 

“Yes, sir.' 

One hour and ten minutes later, the 
colonel stormed out of the building, and 
Rosalyn had to literally run round the car 
to get to the door in time. 

'| do not understand...” began the 
colonel, “why these people cannot under- 
stand the problems we're operating 
under.' Rosalyn snapped to attention as he 
began speaking. It was unusual for him to 
utter a word, let alone an outburst like this. 
They must have really got his goat in 
there. 

He stood there complaining for another 
minute, shuffling a sheaf of files. 
Inevitably, he dropped one, and Rosalyn 
squatted down to pick it up. His eyes 
followed her move. 


, 


‘What's your name, driver?’ he 
demanded. 
‘Minter, sir.’ 


‘Minter. And how long have you been 
in the army, Minter?’ 

"Nearly a year, sir.’ 

“| see. And do you know the regulations 
regarding clothing?’ 
. Yes, sir. It's short-sleeve order today, 
sir.' 

'But short-sleeve order does not 
include removal of stockings or tights or 
whatever it is you girls wear nowadays... 
does it?’ 

“No, sir, but...’ 


“No buts, Minter. Are your legs bare, 
or are they not?” 

“Well yes, they are bare, sir, but...’ 

‘And are drivers allowed to report for 
duty with bare legs or not?’ 

"They're not, sir’ Rosalyn had to agree. 
She'd really got herself into the frying pan 
now. He was bound to put her on report. 
Her WRAC officer was always 0 
concerned that her girls had an 
unblemished record that she frequently 
opted for the unofficial application of a 
slender cane she kept in the office rather 
than putting her girls on official reports 
which made the unit look poorly run. Only 
major offences went through normal 
channels now, and all the girls accepted 
this. However, the army officers were not 
privy to this piece of information. Which 
was probably just as well. 

The colonel huffed, accepted the file 
which Rosalyn handed to him, and got into 
the car. 

‘Have you been on report before, 
Minter?’ he asked. 

“No, sir.’ 

“What, in an entire year?’ 

“That's right, sir.’ 

“Well, this looks as if you’re going to 
break your own record. Pity really.’ He 
lapsed into silence. 

Opening his case, he flipped the pages 
over to find the colour spread of the girl 
being whipped in the riding stables. He 
looked at the back of Rosalyn’s head, her 
hair neatly plaited and folded under her 
cap. That seemed a little longer than 
regulation, too, he thought to himself, 
though quite a few of the drivers now wore 
their hair a little longer than in years gone 
by. 
The girl had nearly got away with it. 
The deep sun-tan on her legs almost 
disguised the fact that she was not wearing 
stockings. He wondered where she 
stripped off to sunbathe. The thought of 
this statuesque young lady in some skimpy 
bikini was suddenly more than a little 
interesting. Then an even more interesting 
thought struck him. 

“Where did you go to school, Minter?’ 
he asked suddenly. 

“Ummm, St Alice's Convent in Surrey, 
sir,’ 

‘And was that a strict school?’ 

"Well, not really sir, not very strict... 
but the nuns didn't brook any nonsense...it 
was the emphasis on religion which got to 
me.' 

“And did the nuns ever use corporal 
punishment as a last resort, Minter?' he 
continued. 

"Not so much as a last resort, sir.' 

"What do you mean?” 

"Well, girls were punished pretty 
frequently really. So beatings weren't a 
last resort, really. | suppose the birch was 
the last resort, sir.' 

“The birch, eh? Ever get it?' the colonel 
asked. 

"Oh no, sir. | had the strap a few times, 
though,' replied Rosalyn, risking a glance 
in the mirror. He was looking out of the 
window. 


"Have you been 
on report before, 
Minter?’ he asked. 
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“A friend of mine had the birch once, 
and she didn't half complain!’ 

"Why was that?’ 

Rosalyn couldn't understand the 
officer's interest in punishments which 
had happened nearly five years ago. 

“Well, it was a rea/ birch rod — | don't 
suppose you've seen one, sir — it's like a 
bundle of thin birch twigs really, bound 
together at one end. And if you were 
naughty enough to get it, they used to 
make you take your knickers down. That's 
what happened to my friend, anyway,' 
Rosalyn concluded. 

'So punishments were given on the 
bottom, were they, not on the hand?” 

'Yes sir, well that's where | got the 
strap, anyway, she grinned into the 
mirror, 'but | just had to lift my skirt up. 
Still stung like billie-oh, though. Those 
nuns really laid it on, sir.’ 

‘I’m sure you deserved it, Minter. Take 
me back to the admin block will you, not to 
my quarters?’ 

'Yes sir.' Rosalyn wondered if she'd 
whittered on too much about her school 
experiences. Why it should be of interest 
to the colonel, heaven only knew. 

The officer strode back into the block, 
and shortly the adjutant came out to the 
car: “The colonel would like to see you in 
his office, driver...Minter, isn't it? | think 
you're in a little hot water, my lass.’ 

‘Is he going to put me on report, sir?’ 
she asked, as they reached the adjutant's 
office which led through to the colonel’s. ‘| 
think you'll find the colonel's a very fair 
man, Minter, for all his gruffness. But he's 
also a very strict man. He applies strict 
rules to himself, and expects others to 
abide by them too.’ 

'Yes, sir.' She hadn't a clue what he 
was on about, but all became crystal clear 
as the lieutenant went on: 

'| understand from the colonel that 
when you were at school you were beaten 
on a number of occasions for infringing the 
rules.” 

‘Yes, but | was a teenager then: it was 
five years or so ago, sir,’ said Rosalyn. 

"Quite. And you're how old now?’ 

‘Twenty, sir. Nearly twenty one, 
actually.’ 

'| see. Well, the colonel feels that it 
would be a pity to blot your copybook at 
this stage. | understand you've not been on 
report since you joined us. That's a 
remarkable record.’ 

“Thank you, sir.’ 

The lieutentant went on: ‘So the colonel 
is willing to offer you the alternative of 
corporal punishment, which he will 
administer personally, rather than have to 
put you on report and it would be a bad 
report, believe me. Any driver reporting 
for duty with no stockings or tights on is 
asking for trouble. So it’s up to you, 
Minter.’ 

“When you say ‘corporal punishment’ 
sir, what exactly does that mean?’ Rosalyn 
asked. , 

‘A beating.’ 

‘Yes, but what sort of beating, sir? Do 
| you know?’ 


“Well, at your age, | should imagine it 
would be administered to your bare 
bottom, began the lieutenant. 

‘Bare, sir? From the colonel? Well, 
that’s a bit...’ 

- ‘Oh definitely bare, Minter. And | 
would think you'll probably get a dose of 
the cane.’ 

"The cane. Oh..l see, sir.’ The prospect 
of having her nude backside assaulted with 
a wooden cane was one which made 
Rosalyn's mouth suddenly dry, and the 
thought of it being handed out by the 
colonel of the regiment made her heart 
thump even faster. There was a long 
silence while Rosalyn looked at the 
polished toes of her black shoes. 

"When would | get it, sir?' she asked. 

‘If you slip into your correct official 
uniform you can just go through to the 
colonel's office and get it over with right 
now.’ 

Rosalyn adjusted her cap, smoothed 
her skirt, and knocked on the colonel’s 
door. 

‘Come in!’ 

‘The adjutant said you wanted to see 
me, sir,’ she saluted. 

‘Ah yes, Minter. So you’ve decided to 
take the sensible course have you?’ he 
asked. 

‘Yes, sir. What do you...’ she was 
interrupted by the telephone jangling. The 
colonel picked it up and responded with a 
series of grunts and a final ‘thank you’ to 
the information which the lieutenant was 
passing on from the next room. So she was 
prepared for it to be bare arse, eh? 

‘| don't have long, Minter, so let's get 
this sad little affair over with, shall we? 
Cap, Jacket and skirt off.’ 

The girl was standing to attention, her 
body rigid with expectancy. She was 
almost relieved to be given the order, and 
quickly removed the required garments, 
lying them over a chair by the door. Her 
shirt ended just above her knickers, which 
were plain white nylon with a light fringing 
of a lace pattern along the waistband and 
round the legs. The material was almost 
translucent, her most intimate parts 
highlighted by the gusset, clinging, almost 
hugging, the clearly defined lips 
surrounded by dark hair. 

Rosalyn was 5'5'' tall and slim built. 
Not skinny, but svelte, her long brown legs 
arrowing up to the entrancing division at 
the apex of her thighs, the flair of her hips 
accentuating the narrowness of her waist, 
her breasts concealed beneath the crisp 
white shirt and regulation white bra. She 
stood to attention again. 

"You'd better get those silly shoes off, 
too,’ the colonel suggested. Rosalyn bent 
and flipped the shoes off and placed them 
carefully under the chair where her clothes 
lay, then stood straight again, hands by 
side, her palms begining to sweat. 

‘In the cupboard over there, just inside 
the cloakroom, you'll find an old bamboo 
cane hanging up. Bring it here.’ 

The officer watched Rosalyn’s buttocks 
wobble gently as she walked right across 
the room to the cloakroom, the twin half 


‘Oh definitely 
bare, Minter. And | 
would think you'll 
probably get a dose 
of the cane.” 
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The lieutenant and 
sergeant major had 
a superb view of 
Rosalyn's scissoring 
legs, 


moons fleshier than he had anticipated, 
the soft division between them clearly 
visible through the thin nylon covering. He 
looked forward to the moment — not far 
hence — when he would remove that 
muslin garment and administer his first 
spanking since he had whipped that pretty 
little Thai girl who had been their house- 
servant in Bangkok nearly three years ago. 

But she had been skinny in comparison 
to the statuesque beauty who now handed 
him the cane, crook handle first, her eyes 
down cast: ‘Is that what you're going to 
use sir? | mean l've never had the cane or 
anything since | was sixteen, and l've 
never had it...bare.’ 

The colonel ignored Rosalyn’s nervous 
jibbering, and sat on the chair in front of 


his desk and gestured for her to lie across 
the desk. 

‘Stand up,’ came the order. 

Rosalyn struggled to her feet. 

“Take your panties down, Minter. Then 
you may bend over.’ 

‘Sorry sir. | didn’t... 
knickers down a little. 

The colonel watched her bottom tense 
and relax as she moved, marvelling at the 
smoothly unblemished cheeks with the 
dusting of dark hair peeking from the 
lower part of the dividing cleft. The flesh 
was white in comparison to the tanned 
thighs and lower back on view, the clear 
lines of the youngster's bikini-bottom 
showing she favoured a particularly high- 
cut style on the hip while going for 
modesty in the bottie-region. 

Rosalyn's legs were straight out behind 
her, her arms shaking slightly as she 
waited for something to happen. The 
colonel reached out and placed his left 
hand firmly on her right hip-at her waist, 
raised the cane and brought it down with 
a startlingly loud report on the girl’s naked 
right buttock. The punishment had begun. 

Outside in the adjutant’s office, the 
lieutenant had been joined by the sergeant 
major, and both of them were peering 
through the small glass panel in the 
colonel's door. 

Fortunately, the colonel’s choice of 
desk meant he was facing away from the 
door. Unfortunately for the onlookers, it. 
also meant they were denied a ringside 
seat for the proceedings, which were 
punctuated with loud ‘Ouches’ and 
'Owwoohhs' as the springy cane splatted 
on her bare cheeks. 

The lieutenant and sergeant major had 
a superb view of Rosalyn's scissoring legs, 


, 


she pushed her 


——— 
which waved her knickers helplessly in the 
air when a particularly stinging spank 
arrived on an as yet unreddened part of her 
backside. At the other end the girl's face 
flushed turning from side to side as the 
punishment progressed, the bottom lip 
gripped firmly by the teeth in a grimace 
ready for the next blow, the mouth opening 
for a moment to emit a loud exclamation as 
itarrived, then back to the grimace again. 

She turned to her left and suddenly 
noticed the two faces peering through the 
window watching the cane rise and fall 
with an impressive 'Craacckk' on her 
unprotected rear-end. 

As if it wasn't bad enough being 
spanked at twenty, without it turning into a 
bloody cabaret turn! 

Finally, the colonel decided she'd had 
enough and ordered her to her feet. As she 
stood there forlornly rubbing her bottom, 
now glowing a deep mottled red, she was 
told to place her hands behind her neck 
and stand facing the desk until ordered to 
move. 

The colonel picked up the “phone: 
'Come in for a moment.' Hardly had he 
replaced the receiver than the adjutant 
arrived through the door, eyes bulging at 
the sight of the half-naked driver standing 
by the desk, her bottom cheeks heavy and 
sullen looking after their spanking. 

'Ah Lieutenant. | have just had to 
discipline driver Minter here, with her 
agreement. Would you please type up a 
suitable form for her to sign, and | will 
countersign it. And that'll be the end of the 
matter. Give her one copy, and the other 
can go in my confidential file. No copy in 
her file. Understood?’ 

The lieutenant nodded: ‘Yes, colonel,’ 
his eyes still glued to the bare bottom. He 
couldn’t believe how deep a red it was, 
that must have been some spanking, 
around twenty whacks or more, and they 
were really hard ones too... 

‘Thank you, \ieutenant,’ the colonel 
said. 

A few minutes later, Rosalyn, fully 
dressed, hair in place and cap on top, 
exited from the colonel’s office. She 
grinned, embarrassed, at the officer. | 
suppose you think | was a bit of a kid, 
making such a noise?’ 

‘No, | don't think so.-You had a sound 
spanking, and you took it very well. Sign 
here.’ He pushed a single typed form 
across the desk, Rosalyn signed it without 
reading it, and was handed the first 
carbon. 

“Ah sorry. Colonel's got to countersign. 
Back in a min.' He snatched the paper 
away, and was back a moment later. 'Here : 
you are.’ 

As the girl left the office, so the colonel 
came in. 

' Ah Derek,' he began. 'Good lass, that. 
Takes discipline well. See if you can get a 
birch rod made up for me, would you. 
Proper one, not a single rod, mind.’ 

“Like they used at her convent, sir?’ 

'Yes, Derek, just in case she needs a 
refresher course,' he smiled. 


her bottom cheeks 
heavy and sullen 
looking after their 
spanking. 


[46 2nd MOVEMENT 4] 


li. 


Proceed with 
deliberate speed. 


She is gone now, my blonde, slim-legged, 
English rose who turned out to be not at all 
the innocent I had first thought. Not 
innocent, in fact rather knowing and not at all 
willing. A true delight. Mr Bartingly, that 
next door neighbour, had done a very 
effective job. Yes, Miranda and her mother 
have returned to the dank shores of England, 
Miranda with I fear no great improvement in 
her skill on the flute. 

Still I did my best, in musical terms as in 
other ways and I think I can say I taught that 
young Miss a thing or two. I would now be 
feeling her absence more and indeed for two 
whole days I was quite bereft but then as can 
happen when the fortunes smile a rapturous 
replacement appeared right out of the blue. 

A Scottish lass. Not at all unlike Miranda 
as it happens, she could well be another 
English rose except for that decided burr in 
her speech. Fiona and her mother are from 
Edinburgh, the metropolis of the North, here 
for three weeks; but fortune has smiled 
even more than could reasonably be 
expected for Mrs Fraser has decided to go on 
to Cap d'Antibes for a week, and did not 
wish, as some mothers do not, to take her 
offspring with her. One can very well 
imagine what pleasures of the flesh the 
rather attractive Mrs Fraser is hoping to 
indulge in there. 


So I have had Fiona since yesterday, her 
mother learning of me via the normal 
grapevine and arriving with her rather 
overwhelming request that if I could possibly 
put her fair child up for the required week 
she would be so grateful. It was indeed 
somewhat overwhelming, with the offered 
offspring standing shyly at her side and 
looking so reminiscent of Miranda. Recalling 
the so recent delights of that young lady and 
meeting the clear blue eyes of this new one I 
confess to getting an-immediate erection, 
and was happy therefore to ask my guests to 
sit down and myself do likewise. 

So I have her here for a whole week and 
possibly longer if dear mother finds the 
delights of the flesh extra compelling. What 
a marvellous prospect! Fiona incidentally is a 
student of the recorder though I fear, like 
Miranda before her, no great virtuoso. So we 
will have to work in the first instance on her 
concentration, on her control and discipline. 
Oh yes it is a heady prospect all right. 

Inaturally raised the subject of discipline 
right away, soon after she was delivered with 
her cases yesterday afternoon. One does not 
wish to prevaricate. on the essentials. I 
understood, I said, that in Scotland girls 
routinely received the tawse at school. Was 
that so? Flushing Fiona said it wasn't. No? 
Had she not been tawsed? No. Not ever? No. 

I smiled. We were sitting together on the 
sofa. ‘That is a surprise, Fiona. I was 
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assuming I would have to go out in the 
morning and see if I could buy one, as that 
would be what you were used to.” 

Fiona did her best to smile, possibly 
assuming this was my little joke. 

“And I don't know how easy it would be to 
get a tawse. They aren't used so frequently 
on girls in France. French girls usually get 
the martinet. Do you know what that is, my 
dear?' 

My delightful young miss shook her 
blonde head. Possibly she was perspiring 
just a little now. She was in a flowery skirt 
and white blouse, this latter revealing a pair 
of good-sized, trembling, lightly-harnessed 
bulges. What she was sitting on was also 
good-sized. I was already experiencing a 
keen desire to get my hands on it. 

Itold her I did have a martinet and might 
have to use it. I put an arm round slim and 
delightful shoulders. I said I also had a cane 
and I might have to use that too. Her mother 
had said she wanted Fiona to be firmly 
disciplined in any way I chose. 

That was not strictly true. What Mrs 
Fraser had said was that I was ‘not to take 
any nonsense.' But we artistic souls allow 
ourselves a little artistic license now and 
then. Fiona didn't seem about to dispute that 
her mother might have said that. She didn't 
say anything, just gave a delicious little 
shiver. 

I have not used the cane or martinet yet 
— it is after all still only her first day and we 
must always remember the golden rule: 
Proceed with deliberate speed. 1 have 
spanked her, though. Last night, just before 
bed. I am afraid the sight of Fiona in those 
tight-trousered pink pyjamas was simply too 
much to resist. 

I didn't take them down, remembering 
always that golden rule, but I did once I had 
her over my lap yank the pink cotton bottoms 
vigorously up so that they were stretched 
quite drum-tight over the trim cheeks and up 
between her legs. Certainly this produced a 
shocked yelp — to follow the alarmed little 
whimper that had come when I told Fiona to 
get over my lap. The reason I gave was that 
her first performance on her instrument had 
not been very good at all and I wanted to give 
her something to think about. (One falls back 
on what one can in getting at pupils' bottoms 
and poor playing is a very reliable standby.). 

I gave her a good dusting, making sure 
she felt it and from the squeals and yelps I 
am confident she did. Then to demonstrate to 
this sweet girl that she had not been left with 
some horrible ogre 1 did slip the tight 
trousers down, telling Fiona I wished to 
check on the state of the warmed rear 
quarters. So in fact I have already had my 
hands on Fiona's bare bottom, and within a 
few hours of her arrival. One could say that I 
have thus run very close to transgressing my 
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I acquainted Fiona 
with my kilt idea at 
breakfast. 


rule; the truth is that I do have those heady 
memories of Miranda very much in the fore- 
front of my mind. 

This morning we are going to that little 
English shop in town. English and Scottish 
woollens etc and it is the latter that 
particularly interests me. Last night I had the 
sudden marvellous idea, with Fiona being 
Scottish, of dressing her in a kilt. I have an 
intoxicating vision of Fiona arrayed as one of 
those girl pipers (is it the Dagenham Girl 
Pipers Band?). I am sure I can get her a kilt 
in that shop. I am afraid I know nothing of 
tartans and in any case they are unlikely to 
have Clan Fraser, but we will not be fussy. 
Fiona of course will have her recorder, not 
the pipes. And if she plays at all like yester- 
day she will certainly need her kilt turning 
up. 
What colour knickers do the Dagenham 
Girl Pipers wear, I wonder? 

I acquainted Fiona with my kilt idea at 
breakfast. She does not seem bowled over 
with enthusiasm but perhaps she is still 
thinking of last night. The spanking and then 
my taking her pyjama trousers down and 
applying a little soothing cold cream to the 
glowing globes. 

There may in addition be a darting 
thought of the martinet, and the cane. I 
rather think that before lunch I will take them 
out and show them to her; but first it is into 
town. 

The English shop did splendidly. We 
have a kilt and sash and I have also made 
some little stocking tabs. The manageress, 
an English lady, had no great knowledge of 
tartans, as I had feared, so I do not know 
what the items I have purchased actually are. 
But it is all extremely attractive. This rather 
ignorant, though quite amiable, English lady 
also could not enlighten me as to what 
knickers might be worn by members of a 
girls’ pipe band, but we need not worry 
about that; it could well be that they all wear 
what they like. 

Yes I have the distinct impression that 
Fiona does not like being dressed as a girl 
piper, though why that is I cannot imagine, 
to me she is simply delightful. Thus arrayed 
she does a few scales and then one or two 
simple pieces. Her rhythym is really very 
poor and 1 give her a triangle to get-back to 
basics. A certain amount of corrective 
disciplining is necessary, especially with 
Fiona looking so entrancing. Highly 
stimulating. So much so that I have to admit 
my head is filled with thoughts of further 
delights. 

So after lunch I suggest Fiona goes up for 
a siesta. And after some ten minutes I find 
myself following her, in a state of keen 
excitement. Her room is pleasantly cool 
behind the closed shutters and she is lying on 
her back in the half light gazing up at the 
ceiling. She is covered by a sheet and I 
wonder what else. I sit on the side of the bed. 
Her big eyes glimmer in the gloom, no doubt 
registering some slight alarm. I am thinking 
of course of that first time with Miranda, 
when I was expecting alarm but heard 
instead the young miss had come fully 
prepared. Could it conceivably be that Fiona 
has something hidden in her recorder case, 


or elsewhere? 

I tell her, my voice a shade tremulato with 
excitement, that I think I will lie down with 
her and we can then have a little chat. I lift 
the sheet. Fiona is in knickers and bra. I 
myself am in my dressing gown with, as it is 
a hot day, nothing under. Fiona is trembling 
as I slide my hand onto a bare cool midriff. 

Stroking the silky flesh I talk gently of 
corporal chastisement. Of my martinet and 
my cane. Thinking of those splendid 
instruments can concentrate a girl’s mind 
wonderfully especially if she has not, as 
Fiona had not, had previous acquaintance 
with them. My hand nudges down and 
encounters the edge of taut knickers. My 
fingers slide in under while Fiona breathes 
that she does not want the cane or ‘that other 
thing.’ 

‘Not many girls do,’ I tell her. Her body is 
taut, her breathing now somewhat agitated, 
as my fingers encounter crisp curls. ‘But 
something of that sort is necessary.’ Fiona 
does not attempt to prevent-my hand which 
duly discovers that she is quite damp. 
Dampness is of course indicative of 
receptiveness. 

Is it possible that I have a second young 
lady who had known Mr Bartingly? 

Itake my hand away and suggest that we 
slip her knickers off. Then I can see how her 
bottom has taken the spankings. A tremulous 
voice says, ‘please, I don’t want the cane.’ 

Perhaps she thinks I have not under- 
stood. ‘I really don't,’ Fiona repeats, this 
time turning towards me. And possibly to 
emphasise this statement her hand fumbles 
in the silk folds of my dressing gown. 
Reaching in where I must confess I am in a 
highly excited state. Her cool hand where I 
am quiveringly hot. . 

‘Please...’ Miss Fiona Fraser repeats. 
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